“That’s what everyone thinks at first, and then—” 

“T have it! I knew it! Henrietta Moraes—the wife of Don Moraes, the 
poet. She would be perfect. 

“Thirty-seven or -eight, she is just the right age. Tall, beautifully full- 
bodied, long hair. A real Rubens.” 

“Just what we’re looking for! Where is she?” 

“Be patient, for God’s sake, wait a moment. I don’t have her number, 
but I have a friend who might know it.” 

Until nine o’clock I wait for the call to come through. At noon today, 
London answers: “The poet’s wife? They don’t have a phone, but here’s 
her address.” I send a rush telegram immediately. Tonight, still no answer. 


May5 = This afternoon, from the adjoining office, I heard 
Francesco doing battle in English with a Greek long-distance operator. I ran 
in to help him, wondering what could be going on. 

It is Henrietta Moraes: she is vacationing in Hydra and has just had 
my telegram. I tell her what is involved. She laughs, and I have the feeling 
that I have heard this laugh before. “How long are you staying in Hydra?” 
I ask her. 

“It’s wonderful,” she answers. 

“I don’t doubt it. But could you possibly hop over to Rome?” 

“How is it in Rome?” 

“Rather chilly, unfortunately.” 

“Oh.” She laughs again. “That’s too bad.” The voice is Anita Ekberg’s; 
the rapturous laugh is Anita crooning to the cat in front of the Fontana di 
Trevi. Will she have Anita’s body? 

“Let’s hope so,” Federico says when I tell him of the phone call. 

She is sending pictures right away. 


Monday, May 7 __ Late Saturday evening Fellini ordered Sandra Milo’s 
contract drawn. We had seen the tests that afternoon: Sandra, wearing a 
hat and a dated veil, sat on a couch, eating the chocolates that Federico 
put into her mouth. She was playful, pretty, likeable. 

“She’s really very simpatica,” Fellini kept repeating from the depths of 
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